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He Author of theſe few Po- 


their too little Worth, that he 


could not eaſily perſwade himſelf 


to give the Readers the t ouble 
of a Preface: which,that Ny rou- 
ble may be the leſs, he is refoly” d 
ſhall be very ſhort. 


He only defires They ſhould 


_— that among the follow- 


& Pieces; ; the Original ones 
ae a a few 2 dreſs d UP, 8 
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The Preface. 


«4 4 
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as ſoon as ever they were born, in 


the firſt Rhimes that came to 


| hand, juſt to keep 'em from Star- 


ving : without any time ſpent in 
Culling out Words, Filing every 
Verſe, and ſtrictly examining 
every Expreſſion. And he 


deſires They would look up- 
on em with the lame Allow- 
ance, as They would upon a tolera- 


bly handſome Lady in her Morn: 
ing Deſhabille ; before ſhe had 


employ'd the wonted time in 


Patching, Powdering, Painting, 
and other Embelliſhments. 


The Tranſlations (as well as 
the other Pieces) were made pure- 
ly for the Authors own Diyerſi- 
on, and the longeſt of them in 
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The Preface. 


15 time than he is willing his 
Readers ſhould know, leaſt they I 
ſhould'not think it JS orth* their 
while, to be at ang Trouble or 
expence of Time to Read that 

uch coſt an Author ſo little of 


Both to Write. Much more | 


might be ſaid to incline Them 
to excuſe the Faults 'of | a 
Young Author, was he not mind. 


ful of the Reſolution he has 


made. 


The Idyllium of Theocritus, and 
Ovids Story of Baucrs and Phile- 
non have already been Tranſlat- 
ed ; the Firſt by Mr. Creech, and 
Both by the Famous Mr. Dryden. 
Which Tranſlations the Author 
had never ſeen when he made his: 

and 


ee 


and this, to prevent the leaſt ſuſt 
picion of his being vaiply guilty 
of Preſumption, he could not for- 


bear to let the Reader know, But 
he hopes the Difference of the 
Verſe and Manner of the Tran. 
| {lation, may be almoſt ſufficient 
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b 9 Tyre, 5 


PASTORAL 


Occaſion d by the 


VICTORY 
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COA 7 D O N. 
F all the Favourites of the Tuneful N 
Why, Thy s, why doſt Thou alone 


decline 
The pleaüng Task; nor in the Conſort joyn, 


To ling of Him, whoſe Arm ſo late withſtood 
5 8 


(2) 


A Tyrants rage: And ſtemm'd Ambitions flood. 


Oſ Him, who adding to Great Anna's Fame 
Makes Foreign Hills reſound her Glorious Name. 
OfHim, who (ſtill may Lawrels crown his Head) 
Is Albions Safety, and the French-mans Dread. 


—— 


THTRSIS. 


Ah Corydon, as oft as I retire 
To theſe cool Shades, Great Marlbro I admire. 
With ſilent ſteps pleas'd thro? the Mass I wind, 
The Heroe ſtill revolving in my mind : 
For whoſe immortal Actions rejoyce, 
But dare not- ſing them with an ill-tun'd Voice. 


„ Nyrſic, none better — than Thee to ſing ; | 


"Of have I heard thee near yon guſhing Spring 


At Eeve, when all the Winds and Woods . 
ſtill'd: 
Each Heart with freſh delight * Ditties fill'd. 
Een 


Non the ſhrill Trumpet with the Oaten Flute: 
Loves Fights and Lovers Arms Imay rehearſe, 
— But not 3 Thunder in my Sylvan verſe. 


(3) 
Een Philome!thenſang in vain;to hear thy ſtrainsY 
Fleas d all a round thee flock'd the neighbouring 
Swans, 
Fach Lover liſten d and forgot his Pains. | 
The Nymphs themſeves would not be n _—_ 
0 
And all the Muſes did attend thy Song. * 
To hear thee warble thy harmonious Lays 
Short were the Winter nights and Summer days. 


THYRSIS. 


. ?Tis true indeed I wear the Muſes Chains; 
And I am call'd a Poet by the Swains, 

A Name I can't deſerve, my Lays I fear 

Have not been ſuch as Lycidas might hear. 
VVhilom perhaps my Galateas Charms. | 
Thave ſung : but not of Heroes and of Arms. Lt i 
My Numbers will not with ſuch Subjects ſute; MW 
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For ſuch a Theme would ſcare the lifbning Swans, | 


And Pa Himſelf would frightendquit th&Plains 


Ez + o ' . * 4 * 
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Is nothing then, my Friend, to Mayibrddue'! 

Who offers ev'ry Day his Life for you? 

Fbr you, by pious love to's Country led, 

He leaves the lovely Partner of his Bed : 

His darling Children, and his Native Shore. 

Whois there would thus much? None can do more. 
THTYRSIS. 


Ab! would the Muſe my humble Breaſt inſpire 
With ſuch a generous and enliv'ning Fire, 
As did in Homer, and in Virgil ſhine 
So bright : And made Immortal every Line. 
Our Maribro's Fame ſhould not to Cæſars yield, 
Nor Troy be nibre renown'd than Bleinheims Field. 


COR. 


2 \ 


„ e nem a 

us 1 ceſi with Ambitious Hut | 

5 Spilld Kindred Blood, 41 laid his Country waſt: } 

L That He atRome r might dime thitmperial Throne, | ' 

* Aud roy thence might ſee the dare his Own. " 
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He did: our Mel. fought not to cult a 8 


Ar 


But from bee Chains the threaten'd world to 
F< Saves a 
Bo Ceſar delighted only to Deſtroy : 


While to Proteft is Mqrlbry's Nobler joy. 

To kill the Tygre knows, with hunger preſt: 

© But Man alone can Succour the Diſtrefs d. 
T 0 ſuch a Theme if I my voice could raiſe, 


Each Hill, Great Duks, ſhould Echo back Thy 


Praiſe, 


In every Mead, in every FROIY Dale; „ vil 
In 1 | mol T'd-relh the wondrous Tale 


2 f 5 e A 
J. a 5 0e 44 14 5 64 BF I Wt "IN 5 "= Is 44+ 1 


1 The 


The feather*d Songſters of the 47 ſhould learn h 
( of Me ; 5 7 
And Philomel ſhould leave her Mournfil Notes 
... (to ſmgof Thee, 
Pd ſhew thy Adds to each admiring Swain, 


And grave thy March upon the duſty Plain, 

Here ſhould the Neckar flow with rapid force, 

There ſhould a Mountain bend its craggy courſe; E 
But Thee nor could the craggy Mountains Top, 1 


| Nor rapid Rivers deepeſt Channels ſtop. 

© Thine Enemies in vain ſtrove thee to ſtay, 

In vain at Schellemberg oppogd Thy Way 

With Cannons planted on the Higher Grounds : 

In vain they skulk'd behind their Bulky Mounds, F 

Thro what far different Climates, with what 
„Ha!! | 7 

From one Extream to bother art thou paſs d 

A task't had been, to bath lfd Oer fo ſoon 

| The wide-extended Countekes chow haſt won. * 

Wich Thee, Brave Chic the wilting Soul cans 

From Greenland Froſts to alli. Suns * 


Er 


Eugene Himſelf now Owns: and's Proud to Own 


1 
. | That he's. Out-done in Arms by Thee alone: 
""corrDon. 
thi That brave young Mag ! wind; won- 
> ( drous Deeds C 
EachPolitician with Amazement reads 


To hear how on the Banks of Po He toil'd, 
And all Old Cælinats Experience Foil'd, - 


7 5a 


FH | 


See Coryaont Here ran the Danabes Flood: | 
, Here Hochſtet: there immortal Bhinheins{ ſtood, 
Here the Bavarian with his Rebel Force „ 


8 | 
There T/lard with the much fam'd Galick Horſe, 
1 But all the Sand on yonder ſpatious Plaa 

K Would not ſuffice to mark thee out their _ 

; 


See! lee t with Fear Diftrafied how — Rand! 
Mwlbro on This the Danube on That hand! | 
_— we 


1 


(8) 


1 See ! ſee! They plunge into th' o *erwhelming 
( rok | 


To ſhun His Arm: ſo Terrible He ſeems. 

In ſuch vaſt Heaps the drown'd Battallions lie, 
That all below they make the Channel dry : 
Above the Danube ſwelld overflows its Bounds, 


And ſtaryes the Owners of the eee 
„ 


Our Victors Clemency here Tallard found: 


And with a bended Knee his Conqueror own'd. 


Captive he now reviſits Albions ſhore, 
His Maſters „ n before. 


0 Coden ſhould l the Theme purſve, 
| | Aud tell of Marlbro all e Rill i in view: "EY 
The Sun, which tow'rd the Ocean gins to bend. 
Would end the Day before my Tale would end. 
Let when I think what He has undergone, 
What toils tor Us, I never can have done. 
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N ' Lo 
While 
» 4 


Of 


* 
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White 1 at Eaſe, with hom leſt, 
With what an anxious Burthen is He preſt 
Of wracking Cares? each night devoid of Reſt, 
He ſleeps not ſoundly, as our labouring Hind 
With a ful. 1 Body and a Vacant Mind. f 


3 Aer oe | ; \ 
At noon-tide / We to arched Walks repair, 


There court our Sylvan Muſe: and know no 
( Care. 


Supinely lying in the cooling Groves, 

We teach the Woods to Echo back our Loves; 
Nature to mine lias gm an eaſie Grace, 

No aukward Beauty. but a Pleaſing Face, 

And while ſhe warbles with her Taking Air, \ 
She bleſſes me, but makes the reſt — r. 


I with my Galatea ſeek the Shade; 


Thou ſporꝭ ſt with Amaryllis in the: Glade? 
While Marlbro lives expos d to Wars Alalms, 
(ad hears no Muſick but the Clanck gf Ars: 
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Cao yu 
Oer deſert Foreſts and parch'd Plains he goes, 
And unknown Countries to the Soldier ſhews. 


CORTDON, 


| peackful at Home of Battles from afar 
We hear, but feel not the Effects of War: 
Of War, which barren makes the fruitful ground, 
And rueful Deſolation ſpreads around. oF] 


THYRSIS. 


Ah ! Corydon, in thoſe unhappy Plains 
Where War with Arbitrary Fury reigns, 
With uſeleſs Weeds o'ergrown che Garden lies: 
The ſhooting Vine 0 want of Pruning dies. 
The Fields lie fallow ; and where late have been. 
The Golden Saffron, and the Clover green, 5 
Hemlock and Thiſtles only now are ſeen. 
The purple Violet that whilom · grew | 
And hung its. Head, the yellow Cowſlip too, 
Wl And any Primroſe of a paler hue, 


Arc 


For that Great Man, to whom ſo much we owe? 


(1 ) 


Are gone : and things unſightly intheir ſtead 


Are now beheld, for every Flower a Weed. 


Far otherwiſe with Us, ſecurely here 
We reap the Product of each bounteous year: 
While Marlbro fights, We know not how to fear. 


| 


1 


CORTDON. 


THTRSIS. 


But tell me,Swain, what muſt V Ve Shepherds do 


CORT DE ( 
What Meed alas! that's fitting can VVe find? 
1 THYRSIS. 


Something we muſt, to ſhew a Grateful Mind. 
COR- 


Our Fields and Gardens are with Plenty crown'd, 
No Briers nor Brambles choak Our happy ground. 


1. —_ 
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Each morn (ah ! Poor Reward!) TI. ink of Him: 
And d He each night ſhall be my Only Theme. 


rtr RK SANS. 

Pl carve his Name on every tender Bow 
Of thoſe young Trees, in yon extended Row ; ; 
Thar like his f preading Fame it ſtill may grow. 


kum With her Painted Threads my Love ſhall 
dreſs, 
And Bleinbeim with her. N edle ſhall 1 


Pl teach my Little Ones to liſp His Name; 
Who to their Children ſhall tranſmit his Fame. 


ERIE! % Rn ) 1554 


h CORTDON. 3 
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is ond Philemos, 
in the Sch Book of Ovid's Metam f morpho- 


1919 
ſes, Imi:ated. 8 
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Nce 1 and his Father Jore e off 


(Leaving a while the Realms * 
And having laid aſide the God,” 00! 2A 


The awful Thunder, Wings and Rod * 
Diſgus'd in Mortal ſhapes came down: e 
And lighting in an Impious Town, Un 
At every Door their Godſhips knock'd ; 

But every Door, but one, was lock*d. | 226504 
At one, low, homely, thatch'd, old Cot 1211 K 
A friendly entrance they got. 
Good Baucis and Philemon there 4 bak 
Had liv'd together many a year : LL 
In that their Younger days they told ; 
And in that little Hutt grew Od. 


1 


(a4 ) 
Tho bare of Wealth, they nieꝰer repin'd ; 
Bur bore it with an equal mind. 4 
Two made their Family, w with them a 
The RuPd and Ruler were the ſame : 
With them, they no Attendants had, | 
The Same commanded and — d. \ : 


a 
# : 
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As * As cer the Gods were come 
Stooping, within their lowly home ; 5 


Philemon welcom d em to Town, 

And kindly ask d em to fit down: 

While Baxcis the tos rugged Stool 

Made ſoft, with Cuſhion ſtuff' d with wool, 
Then with diſpatchful looks ſhe went, 
On Hoſpitable thoughts intent, 

And th* Embers, which began t expire, 
(The relicks of the laſt days Fire) 
Vncovering from the Aſhes, ſpread; | 

And on em Chips, and dried leayes laid, 


4 


The 
Which!!! 


Wal + 


(15) 
Which with her Breath the Good Old Dame 
puffing enticd into a Flame. (838-0 
And now, the little Pot hung on, T of 
From the low Roof ſhe reachesdown 
Some ſticks (the loppings of a Tree) 
Which broke upon her aged Knee 
She careful not a ſtick to waſt, 
With artificial Fingers plac d 
Under the Pot: in which ſt had put | 
Some Sprouts her Husband had juſt cut. 9 
While He much Pains and Care had taken 
In getting down a Flitch of Bacon; 
With Fork he heav'd it from the wood, 
Which croſs the reeky Chimney ſtood, 
To which it was not much unlike 
Being black as Soot, and hard as Stick. 
For it had long hung unmoleſted : 
But now *twas deſtinꝰd to be taſted. 


L And having ſet a Peice to boil, 


. 
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The time endeavouring to beguile 


(16 ) 
VVith many a Tale and many: a elt, 1 
An hearty welcome they expreſs d. 


vis 42 [11% 25 149 
The Table Baſie Baycis ſet, 9H: n bu 
VVhich chanc d to have uneven Feet: 


Ire 


But ſhe, Who knew more ways than C One, 


Scon prop'd the ſhorteſt with a ſtone. by 


7 
143 wd * 


Then the Beſt N apkins ſhe produc, , 


VVhich were but very rarely usb: 5 
Firſt having, for a grateful Scentt . 
Rub d o'er the Table with Spear. mint: 5 


And now, the Pot- lid with a Clout 

PulPd off, ſhe takes the Bacon out 4 | 
And places it, the beſt ſhe can, 7 
VVith Sprouts about it in a Pan. 

The Gods, well-pleas'd, fate down and eat, 
Tho they were us'd to better Meat; 


And made as plenteous a Meal 

As if t had been Ambroſian Quail. 

For ſecond Courſe, ſome Gennitings, 

With Nutts and Cheeſe, tn Old VVoman brings 
And 


12 
LE 


oe 


< 


Ou 


Pic 


19s: 


And highly thinking to regale 


Their homely Fare, and let 'em live: 


61 


Her Gueſts, ſhe filꝰd *em out ſome Ale. 


But what was much above their Fare, 
With, Welcome Kind and Debonaire 
Our Hoſts receiv'd the Gods: confin d 9 f 
In Power ; they had a VVilling Mind. i 


At laſt perceiving that the Cup KH 
Still as they empti d it. filld up; of 
Our Couple ſcar'd, began to Ken 1 
Their Gueſts were ſomething more than Men: 


And beg'd on Knees they would Forgive 


One lonely Gooſe ( which was their Guard, | | 
5 And gagoling in their little Yard |} 

Fick d up a ſlender livelyhood ) 

They had, and this (was all they could) 


C The 
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689 
The Gods their Gueſts to pacikie Wh 

They vow'd a Sacrifice ſhould die. 

But That, with dodging here and there, 
Tir'd quickly the Decrepit Pair : ' 
And to the Gods at laſt it came, 

As if it Shelter ſought from Them. 

They ſav'd the harmleſs Suppliants life, 
And told the Pious Man and's VVife 

(Firſt Owning their Divinity) 

That all their Neighbourhood ſhould dic : 
That They alone from Danger free, 
Impiety ſhonld punifh'd ſee. 

But leaving this curs'd Ground, faid They, 


Come to yon Hill: VVe'll ſhew the VVay. 
Our Couple, by the help of Canes, 


Vith ſome expence of Breath and Pains, 
Trudg'd boldly on; the Gods their Guides: 
One Hand their Canes, One held their Sides. 


e 


And now, as ſoon as ever They 


o 


Had overcome the riſing way, 


_ Tow'rds Home they backwards turn their eyes; 


1 NI 


Then view each other i in ſurpriſe, 
VVhen ſtead of Houſes, now no more, 
They ſee a WVatry winding Shore: 
VVhere Tow? rs and Steeples lately roſe, 
| There now the even Surface flows. 
Their little Cot alone ſecurely ſtood, 
And rear d its humble Head above the Flood 
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e The 


The 27th Jdyllium of Theocritus 
Tranſlated. | 


Daphnis and 4 Shepherds. | 


. 
5 - 1 „ 
1 In as 


D PHYS. 


1 p-- fed" Sheep upon the Plain, 
| Paris Fair Helen ſtole : a Swain 
Jam; a Fairer Halen She, 
| 3 That gave fo ſweet a Kifs to Me. 


WW SHEPHERDESS. 
Boat not, fond Swain, of ſuch a Toy: 


4 Kiſs they ſay's an Empty j6y. 


* 


Ye 
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FF C. 


bh DAP HNAS. 


Indeed tis no Subſtantial Bliſs 
Yet there's ſome pleaſure in a Kiſs. 


SHEPHERDESS. 


I Spit and VVaſh my Mouth : thus ſee 
Thy Kiſſes are not lik d by Me. 


DAPHAHNTIS. 


Has't waſh'd thoſe pretty Lips : come then, 
Thou'rt ready to be kiſs'd again. | 


SHEP HERDESS. 


Go kiſs your Sheep, not me, I trow : 
I am a Maid, I'd have you know. 


83 DAPH- 


N 


DAPHNIS. 


Ce 
Be n't Proud, my Love, but think how ſoon © TP] 
Your fleeting Beauty will be gone. | 
SHEPHERDESS. 
1 


Yet Grapes, you fee, tho dry'd we eat; 


And wither'd Rofes ſtill are ſweet. 
| 


DAP HNIS. 


Come, let us go: to yonder Grove; | 
I have a Tale to tell my Lone. 


SHEPHERDESS. 


Ay, ſo you told me once before; 
But 1 {hall ne er helieve you more. 


D APH. 


{69 ) 


 DAPHNIS. 


Come go, 1 have a Pipe, my Dear, 
11 play, if you I vouchſafe to hear. 


SHEPHEBRDESS. 


I hate your Piping : go, be gone, 
And if it plcaſe you Pipe alone. 


DAPH NIS. 


Alas you ſhould, my pretty Maid, 


Of angring Venus be afraid. 


. SHEPHERDIS. 


value Venus not a Hair, 
VVhile I am chaſt Diana's Care. 
DAPHñN EIS. 
Huſh, left her Son let fly a Dart, 
And fix it in your ſtubborn Heart. 
\ - Ci SHEP- 
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SHEPHERDESS, 


Tuſh; let Him, let him, if he will: 
Diana will defend Me till. | 
Stand off, nay touch me not I vow, 


ITI tear your Eyes out if you do. 
DAPHNIS. 

Sure of All Others You alone, 

Fair Maid, will not Loves Pleaſures ſhun, 


SHEPHERDESS. 


| . I do and will, by Pan I fwear : 
1 But You his Chains ſhall ever wear. 
DAPHNIS. 


— 


Perhaps at laſt tho, with your Heart 


2 


To one leſs VVorthy you may part. 
SHEP- 


26) 
SHEPHERDESS, 


As yet, T've None that pleas'd me ſeen ; 
Tho Many have my VVooers been. 


DAPHNIS. 


A VVooer I am hither come, 
And hope to go ſucceſsful home. 


SHEPHERDESS, 


VVhat is it that you would ſo fain ? 
Marriage, you know, is full of Pain, 


DAPHNTS. 


Ch! no, I ſwear, tis no ſuch thing: 
Not Pain, but Pleaſure VVeddings bring. 
SHEPHERDESS. 
Nay, This Im ſure Pye heard %em ſay, 
That VVives their Husbands muſt Obey... # 


DAH. 


C26 ) 
DAPHNIS: 


Obey ? They rather Rule, my Dear; 
For VVho is he that VVomen ſear ? 


SHEPHERDESS, 


But yet there's what ſorely dread, 
The Fains in being Brought to Bed. 


DAPHNIS. 


Oer Child- birth thy own Goddeſs reigns, . 
Diana will allay thy Pains. 


SHEPHERDESS. 


By frequent Cluld-bearing, They fay, 
My Shape and Beauty will decay, 


DHI  * 


La Them Your _ * ane w. 


But you have Children, and may view > 


SHEP- 


A 


Bi 
Y 


At 
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SHERHERDESS. 1 
VVell ſhould I yield, come ſhotild 1 now; | j 
VVhat Joynture, Swain, will you allow s 
DAP HN = 


My Flocks, my Fields, a All 1 have 
Are Yours; and You al dave. 


SHE PHERDESS, 


But Swear : ' left when Enjoyments wet, 


You're gone, and never ſee me more. 


DAPHNIS. | 

By Pan LI never leave you, 80 47 1192 Oy 
o_ will I, tho You Id have me, 4 
CHEPHERDESS. 


And will you too an Houſe provide, 


+ + 


And al * uſeful for your Bride. 
DAP Hr 


X af N 1 a | 
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DAP ANIS. 


But to my Father, tell me pray, 
VVhat ſhall T to my Father fay ? 


DAPHMIS. 


7 
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SHEPHERDESS. 


Then tell me, Shepherd, what it is: 
For een an N ame doth often pleaſe. 
DAPHNI] s. | 
Daphnis, a pretty N ame I bear,” 
Old Heid and Nomes's Heir, 


I will : See! all theſe Flocks are * 
1 fecd * em; and they ſhall be thine. 


SHEPHERDESS. 


Neer fear his Anger, when he knows 
My N ame, hel {; ay You 've VViſely Choſe, 


* 
EP. 


* 
Bi 


Fi 


2 


Fe 
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SHEPHERDESS. 
You *re yol Deſcended, tis confeſt 
But yet I amas well at leaſt.”  * 


DAPHMNTS. 


Not better ſurely, don't Aſpire, ) - 
For Old Manalcas is Thy Sire. 


SHEPHERDESS. 


VVell, let me ſee thy Grove and Lands; 
And ſhew me where thy Sheep-Coat flands. 


D APHNTIS. 


VVith all my Heart, come let usmove : 
And firſt I] lead thee to my Grove. 
SHEPHERDESS. 
My Goats, I'm going with the Swain: 
Feed on, II ſoon be back again, 


4 


4130 +) 
(3 


Feed well, my Lambs, While with my Lore | N 
I rep but to the Cypreſs, Gros 1 ,.., 1 


— 


S HEP;AD-RDESS. 


What now ? Be1tjvil, leave your Jefts: ,1 1 


* * HP HN 


"Theſe: d DH Apples, White as Stow, ** Ol 
Are Ripe : and L muſt pluck:erwmow./'} Al 


SHEPHERDES'S. 


I tremble-every Joynt, by ;! Nr M 
Pull out your Hand again, rude Man. \ nah W 
"DA PH. N 1 . 3 


Courage: my soul; what ſhouldſt thou fear?” St: 
Here's No body will hurt thee here. 
N SH EE. 


12 


(31 9 3 
SHE HER DESS. 


+ | Nay, fure you would not fling me down | 
ore Here in the Dirt: you'l ſpoil} my Gn. 


* a . * 
f 335 4 41108 „ 2 HQ 1410 
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8 ABS Tus 
17 My Coat, my Love, what tho? *tis New, 
„ | See here! EI ipread it under Tou. 


— 


SHEPHERDESS:* | 


Io! fie! oh! fie! for ſhame! be gone, 
Ty And let my Petticoats alone. 


DAPHMNTS. 


My Life, they re Hindrances to Love, 
Which for a while we muſt remove. 


SHEPHERDESS. | 
2M Stay, 'ſt, Iam Undone, what Noiſe? = 


II fear ſome Witneſs of our Joys. 


EO OT 6 1 


DAPH- 


0 a 


DAPHNIS. 


> # 


Nought but the Boughs, which Re 
move 
And tell each other of Our Love. 0 : 


SHEPHERDESS: 


wx £ 


Oh! how IT Bluſh! Pm Naked now: 
And ſce! my er I vow. . 


DAPHNTS. 


of et! ü 


Thy Coat? II buy another new, 
Another and a hetter too. 


— * 


SHEPHERDESS. 
Ay now you Promiſe fair indeed - 
But what you fay, You Men ne er heed 5 
And all the Promiſes you make; 
You afterwards deſign to Break, 


A 
Ar 


ve, 
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DAPH NIS. 


I domt, 1 wont, 1 cant, I 8 
To break my Word 1 know not how : 
Pl give the All, nay, could I don, 
Pd give my very Soul to boot. 


SHEPHERDESS. 


Then, Great Diana; pardon Me: 


1 muſt no more attend on Thee. 
DAPHNIS. 


A Calf to Love Pl yonder Kill: 


And a Bulls Blood to Venus ſpill. 


SHEPFERDESS: 


I that a Maid did hither come, 
Mult go, it ſeems, a Woman home. 
| D 


(34) 
DAPHNIS. 


| Yes, yes, my Sweeteſt, thanks to Me, 
A Fruitful Mother Thou ſhaPt be : . 
And ſhalbt no longer in a Joyleſs Bed 
Be peſter d with 2 Barren Maidenhead. 


Thus Youthful Daphis, and the * Maid, 
Embracing lay Tranſported in the Shade. 
Where They, when thus with Talk they'd: . 


1 . In Raptures loſt, its Utmoſt Pleaſures prove. 
Ci) At laſt She roſe, with Bluſhes in her Face; 
Where Modeſty again reſum'd its Place. 


Full of thoſe Joys ſhe never knew till then, 

A ſecret Pleaſure ran thro every Vein. 

The Shepherd too was pleas'd to Full Cofttent, 
And merrily to feed his Flocks he went. 


Silvia 


(heighten'd I. ye, 


a” 
— 


ad, 


1 


Ve, 
fe, '#* 
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Which they too often us'd to Wear 
And fill her Lover with Diſpair: 


I ga ber in her Morning Gown, 


(83 


— 
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SYLVIA 


OR THE 


Ruffle Torn.- 
W faw my Sylvia th? other morn,  \ 


With looks deveſted of that Scorn, 


„ 


When, ſoon as e' er the Dawn begun, 
The Lark ( the Herald of the Sun) 


That was content, while Night went round, 


To lie in Silence on the Ground; 


- 


Now mounted ſinging to the Skies, 


And ſhew'd the Sun the way to Riſe. 


YVithour her Glaſſes help put on, 
D 2 - 
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25 Ig 
VVhen tempted by tl? approaching Light, 
And tird with Melancholy Night, 
She left the Houſe, and downy Bed, 
And to a neighbouring Meadow hid: 
Helping the Sun to drive away 
The baleful Shades, and bring in Day. 

Strait way with haſty ſtepsI Strove, 
To proſter to attend my Love: 
But ſpying Me, away ſhe flew ; i 


Hopeleſs I ventur'd to Purſue, 


And trac'd her Footſteps in the Dew. | 
But Ah! in vain, had not a Thorn, 

An enemy to Sylvia's Scorn 

(Sure Loves Commands it did obey 
And Love had ſet it in the Way) 

Her progreſs for a while delay'd, 

And in her N uMe lodg'd his Head. = 


When 


(37) 


When thus ſhe ſaw her ſelf o erta' en, 
ern 172 F EF 


And that to run it was in vain; 


Neglecting Me, with angry look 
Her Needle and her Thread ſhe took : 
Lamenting much her Ruffle torti, 


And much complaining of the Thorn. 


Ah! Cruel Si then ſaid I, 
From a fond Lover thus to fly; 
And of a Ruffle torn to be 
So much more careful than of Me. 
The Muſlin, by each Artful Wound 
Your Needle gives it, grows more ſound. 
Strange Virtue in that Bit of Steel f 
That it ſhould thus by Wounding Heal ! 
But ſince you every Stitch command, 


The Yirtue's only in your Hand. 


(33 ) 

Ah! did your Eyes That Method take, 
And heal with thoſe deep wounds they make 
(As Good Phyſicians oft we fee 

Preſcribe a cruel Remedy) 


Wich Pleaſure Pd the Pain endure, 
Aſſur d of a Succeeding Cure, 


3 
* 


C39) 
To Sleep. 


H.! Gentle Sleep, what have I done ? 
To make thee thus unkindly ſhun 
My Waiting Eyes; and Lids that want 


That weight, which Thou deny'ſt to grant. 


\ 4 


"Tis hard, when I Enticements try, 
Thou {hbuldſt from Thoſe that Court thee _ | 
My Wandring Fancy tho L ſend 
To find thee out, and make thee mend 
Thy Sluggiſh Pace; *tis all in vain, 


Thou comb ſt not to relieye my Pain. 


Thou tak'ſt me fre for ſome Fond Fool, 


ſows Scornful Celia's Whining Tool; % > 


. 42 
4. D 4 Or 
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Or One, whoſe Win. projecting Head hy 
Denies him Quiet in his Bed. Fc 
But from Love, Anger, Jealouſie; 3 L708 
From all Detigns and Cares Pm Free: T 
b And only Wiſh, Sweet Sleep, for The. N 
= | F 


Ih now ſo long thou doſt Delay, 
That I could almoſt Curie thy Stay. 

J once a Reſolution made 

Io live without Thy Death-like aid; 

| But yet: That Death brings ſuch Delight 
| The Hope alone to Die at Night 


Q 


” Doth Men to Live the Day invite. 


T . 


But ſince Thou t deaf to all I fay 
: To thee, Sleep, T1 no longer pray 


But to a kinder Deity, = 


Ta 


vv ww 


n 


To one that ſhall command &en Thee. 


For T1 to Bacchus make addreſs, 

And from his cluſter”d Bunches preſs 
The Generous Juice that ſhall impart 
New Life and Comfort to my Heart. 


| Firſt make me anxious Cares deſpiſe, 


And then in $! umbers cloſe my Eyes. 


1 


W Dialogue 8 Horace and 
. 


HORACE. 
Hile I was Thies Only Dear, 
Nor did a Happier Rival fear : 


I could a Throne unenvying ſee, 


And Kings Themſclves might envy Me. 


LYDIA. 


As. Lyaia was Your Only Care, 

Nor You your Chloe thought more Fair : 
Fam'd L144 then, was Happier far 
1 han Rhes with her God of War. 


H - 


Fe 


; 8 
1 


And yield to none but Lydia's Charms. 


ER) 


HORACE. 


But Chloe, Charming when {he ſings, _ 'F 1 


And When her Fingers touch the Strings: | [ 
Chloe alone now rules My Heart ; 3 WM Þ 
For her 2 Life it ſelf I'd part, i 1 

L TDA - 


Young Daphnis too, that Beautious Boy, 
Is my Delight and Only Joy : 


I Smiling ſhould my Breath reſign, Fila - 
Might his Dear Life be bought with Mine. \ 


HORACE. | 
| Fo 
But what if I ſhould now again * 


Be Lydia's Slave, and take her Chain; 
And shake off Chloe from my Arms, 


| LTDIA 


Tho Daphnis be Divinely Fair, 


Tho You than Winds leſs Conſtant are: 


Id chuſe to Live, and ſhould deſire 
With Thee, my Horace, to Expire. 


From 
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F From the Greek of Menander. 


Oor Man! Each Brute ſurpaſſeth T __ 
In Happineſs and Wiſdom too. 


7 


For tho the Aſs we Loaded ſ ee; 
Tho he's Compelbd to undergs 
The Weight that's laid upon his Back: | 
The Beaſt has Wit himſelf to pre, 
Makes no addition to the Pack, | 
And Bears but what he's Forc'd to Batik 
While Men, with the too copious Store g 
Of Ils which no One can avoid 
Unſatisfi'd, in Seeking more, 


And Making New ones are _ * Sp 


C Us 


/ ; 7 
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Fragment from Petronius 
Mus Dreams delude us in our Sleep at night, 


We, the Gay Treaſure open d to our Eyes, 
Need ſew Enticements to ſo Fair a Prize : | 
But graſp with Guilty Hands the Gold, and fear 
Leſt the too Wakeful Owner ſhould be near. 
But when with Sleep theſe Images retreat, 
Awake ve re troubled to perceive the Cheat: 
e we cant the Aery Treaſure find, 
Yet ſtill che Dream continues in our Mind. 


1 * 
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Aud to ſome Hidden Store our Steps invite. 


0 
k 
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Cupid and Aurelia. 
Nee Cupid did a ſhooting go: 
And having fix?d his Dart, 
And having drawn his little Bow, 


VVas aiming at a Heart. 
But when he Fair Aurelia ſaw, 7 
He had no Power at all: © EM 
He gaz'd on Her, was ſtruck with Wes. 


And let his Arrow fall. * 1 


Aurelia dai the God Defr'd, 
-\ Ihe took away his Bow ; 
She ſnatch*d his Quiver from his Side, 
And was about to go. 


(48 


nut when Young Love began to ys 
To think what he had loft : 
That He ſhould no Divinity, 


Nor no more * boaſt. 


— — 


Here take your Bow again, aid She, 


— 


Your Bow and Arrows take: - 


. 
1 
F 


My Eyes without Their aid, or Thee, 
Can VVounds more laſting make. 


———— 8 — — . 
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Wine no Enemy to Wit. 


1 we did Wit ſo Gain and Looſe, 
According as Wine Ebbs and Flows 5 


Did Wit and Wine, like N ight and Day, 


| Alternatively bear the Sway : 
They ought to War with One another, 
As Things Deſtructire of Each Otlier. 


But as a Ship, which Uſeleſs proves 
Unleſs by Waters help it Moves : 

So Wit, is never ſo Divine, 

As when with a Spring- Tide of Wine 


It Sails; in order to explore 


Some New, and yet Unheard of Shore. 


Water gives Motion to the Boat, 
And Wit with Wine is ſet afloat. 


% 
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To a Fair 1 that had Black 
8 


Hene'er an Artiſt wich his Pencil tries, : 


To make a pleaũ ing Preſent to the Eyes ; 2 | 
The Light with Shades he Skilfully doth blend, 


Leſt too much Splendour ſhould the Sight ood, 


Thus Nature work'd; and was reſoly'd to ſhew 
TI admiring World, her Maſter- piece in You. 
When the Bright Beauties of your Face :ſhhad 


(made, 


Your Darker Locks ſhe added for a Shade? 
For well ſhe knew, no Looker on could bake 4 
The Luſtre of your Eyes, without your Hair. 
As Men that dare to Look upon the Sun, 
Half blinded by his Rays to Darkneſs run: 
So when the Sunſhine of Your . _— \ 


I quite extinguiſhes Our Twinckling Stars; 


Our 


„ <a. 


ur 


Our Eyes are dazPd with Exceſs of Light, 
Untill th' adjoyning Shades reſtore our Sight, 
That We, once more, may on your Beauty 


( 51 ). 


(gaze: 
Thus Nüghrs prepare Us ſor the coming W 


FN 1 07 0 5 


To a Lad ly, . Ke the Pabarat.. 


Adam , accept with an extended Brow 


The Trifling Preſent that I ſend you now : 
Too well, *tis true, its Little Worth I Know; 
But what is there can be preſented more 


By Him, whoſe Heart was given vou before? 


NN Zelinda s- 1 
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Zelinda's Charms. 


= Elindes Wit doth all the World ſurprize; 


* * *D. 
* 


She Charms Us all, ſhe's ſo Divinely Fair: 
But had her Heart the Softneſs of her Eyes, | 
ulinda then would be without Compare. 


* 


To 
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1h 1 
To Damon, who ſeem d much trou- 
bled at a ſlight VVound that was acciden- 
OY tally given him by a Fair Lady. 
Eaſe, Damon, ceaſe concern'd to be : 
At Wounds, for which VVe Envy thee; . 
They're Yours by Chance, that's always Blind, 
But they*d have pleasd Me, tho? Delign'd, . I . | 
And who would not be VVounded too, 9 
VVas That Fair Hand to give the Blow ? 
A VVound from That I'd rather have, 1 
Than from Another Hand a Salve, —_— 
1 
To i 
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I Upon an Unskilful Writer f 4 


} EE | Great Mans Life. 


Ur Author ſays, Hel JAN his Heroe Live 
To Future Ages, and een Death ſurvive: 
But like the Quack, while he doth Life aſſure, 
He Kills the Patient whom he meant to Cure. 


(5) 
To Lonara's Glove. 


H ! Happy, Little Lodge, that doſt. 
"4 2A. ſo Fair a Tenant boaſt !. 
No Tow'ring Domes that pierce the * 
Nor may with Thee the * Louvre vie. 
An Houſe is but a VVortblefs Thing, 
The Tenant dotli the Value bring: 
VVhat elſe makes Palaces appear 
Nobler than Other Houfes are ; 
But becauſe Kings Inhabit there. 
Nor may the Nobleſt Palace be 
VVith all its Pomp, Compar'd to Thee: 5 
Since Thou within thy tender Walls doſt mord, 


* What but to Touch would make a Monat 
0 ( Proud, 


— 


* The K; of France's Palace at Pari. 
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The Poets Fortune. 


He God of Wit (unleſs the Story Lies) 

| With Daphne, Daphne was Herſelf the Prize, 
For Swiftneſs once contended | in a Race, 

And Loſt his Miſtreſs while he VVon the Bays : 


VVhen {weld with Thoughts of HE: on 
Her Charms, 


He claſp'd a Tree in his deluded Arms. 


Y 


Thus Poets, who to Great Apollo owe 

Their tuneful N umbers, have His Fortune too: 
They loſe the Subſtance, but hold faſt the Bays ; 
And ſtill are Curs'd with Poverty and Praiſe. 


An 


CTheF” 


An Epigram an Fortune, to prove 
that a Moderate one is the beſt. 


Nhappy are the Men who ſoar 
To Fortunes Top, as well as He 
VVhoſe Lot 'tis at her Feet to be: 
For fickle Fortune is a Whore, 
The Greateſt Bleſſings ſhe can give 
VVe,from her Miadle muſt receive. 
And None but They who :hereabouts are ſped, 
Can to Exjoy her be with reaſon faid : 
Others perhaps may ſteal a X, 
But They alone can boaſt true Bliſs. 


4 ao = | 4 
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From Petromius: 


_ is nothing but a meer Diſguiſe, 
o skreen Sel{-Intereſt from our Flatter'd Eyes: 
For They who Courted you ſo much before, 


VVhen Fortune Frowns diſdain to Know you 
8 . (more, 
4 N Thus on the Stage a well- play d Farce Pve ſeen, 


h One has a Son and one a Father been: 

| But ſoon as &er the Curtain did deſcend, 

WE The Feign'd Relation with the Shew did End, 
M 8 ; 
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An Epigram on an Atheift, from 
Boileau 


ID as on his Couch at Eaſe he lies, 
he Sacred Majeſty of Heaven Denies: 
VVhat Matter then? what VVonder is't? that 


( He, 
VVho Heaven dares Blaſpheme, ſhould an- 9 
(der Me. 1 
Tho his vain Malice I but Smile to fee: * 


For well I know, that All that Damon faith 
VVill not be reckon'd Articles of Faith. 
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F T rarflation of a Sah of Boi- 
leau, by Him inſcribed to M. 
Le Vayer. 


Ell, Sir, tis true, that ſtill the Fool will 


(Swear 
None but Himſelf in Sence has any ſhare : 


© There's not a Stupid Rogue, tho* ne'er ſo bad, 
| 43 But has the Wit to think his Neighbour Mad. 


= 
1 1 The Pedant ſee! can't like the Vulgar ſpeak, 
| 1 But puff?d with Pride he ſtruts and mutters Greet · 
＋ 
1 


Thinks in one nuſty Book all Wiſdom lies 
And Reaſon ſees with Ariſtotle's Eyes. 


| e bchold the Fop, who ſpegds his Days 
8 In ambling up and down from Face to Face: 


And 


— — 


„ 
And under ſhelter of a Load of Hair, 
Worries with Dull Impertinence the Fair. 
Lauglung at all the Learned ever wit, 
Thinks Ignorance entitles him to Wit; 


Which he allows to Him that Dreſſes well, | 
But damns the Scholar to'his College Cell. 


The Bigot ſwell'd with Pride,thinks to beguile 
Fen Heaven it Self with his Affected Zeal : 
With Holy Looks he clokes a Wicked Mind, 
And to the Devil gives all Humankind, 


The Libertine purſues another VVay, 
His VVill and Pleaſure makes his on Law W: 
Allows of Devils and Hell thoſe idle Lies, 
Uſefull to {till a Baby when it cries;, 
But VVhinms, not worthy. to diſturb His Head, 
And thinks that all Religious Men are Mad. 


In ſhort, whoe er this Matter would purſue, 
And all the Folly's of Mankind would view, 
Might 0 


. 
* Might think as well to count how:ctuny Die 
In One Years ſpace; by R -d and Mercury : / 
Or how oft Cyathia! ſold her Maidenhead; | © | 
Before ſhe bf it in the Marriage Bed. 
But Pl have done: my Thoughts ſhall be confin'd; 


J | Begging the Pardon of Thoſe Grecian Seven, 
| | | * There is 0 perſoct Wisdom under Heaven. 


(lies, 
That Some are more, and Some are leſs Uawile; 


As ina VVood which various Paths divide, 
Men loſe their way that are without a Guide; 5 
And though Each one aDifferent Path doth chooſe, 
In this they ftill Agree, their VVay to loſe. 


Blind and Unhappy Men miſtake ile ware f 
And Polly ſtill thro” all the VVindiogs chacck. 
And tho' their Fancies differ manghy ? tis wk; | 


And in two words VI let you know my Mind, 


All Men are Fools: and here the Only Difference 


So in the VVorld 's inextricable Maze | 7 


7, % " +7 


vet Folly they in different fans purſue. 8 op 
Anc MN 


65639 9 
And oft the Man, Wiſe in the Peoples Eye, <M 
Proves but an Aſs Cloart'd with the Name of 

| ie 
But to what purpoſe are ſharp Satyrs penn d, 
Since Every Fool to Wiſdom will Pretend ? | 
Man's fway'd alone by his utitoward WI. 
And his Own Faults doth Veitues ever Miſe; | 
So take this Rule if you your Self would know, 
He is moſt Wiſe who thinks himſelf leaſt "FN 8 
Who pardons Others Errors, but W known 
Doth execute juſt Judgment « on his Own. hq 
For moſt Men tho' they Others Faults « can py, 


n. 
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vet view their Own with an indulgent bye. 


J. + 


The Miſer ſee ! he makes it all his Care 1 * 
Treaſures 0 'amals, which to Him Uſeleſs a are; = 2 
Making his Gold his Only Deity, | 3 
He ſtarves v th midſt of Superfluity: 7 8 | 
And calls his Stingineſs Good Husbandry. 


And {till the more his Stores encreas 4d he Views, 


& 


So much the more hE wants the Power to Uſe; | 
Avarice 
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A uariee is Madneſs, crieg that otlier Fool, | 
* Who yet as much doth err from Wiſdoms Rule 


Who © MN Weald: away, und by his own 
74 . Miſtake; 5 


Doch 8 RE. his Deſtruction make. 
— of theſe Twothink You the moſt Unwiſe? 
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Boch are for Bale, ripe, the Gameſter cries 
The ſuielt of the Three, whoſe Al doth lie 
Stuffd f in a Bor, and hangs upon a Die 
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If 


1 


His Deſtiny on every Throw depends, | 

1 And if III Lack inconſtant Fortune ſends 3 _ 
| And — him tc to Looſe, then how he Swears ! | 
le a Man Poſleſs'd be wildly ſtares! | 
Nor even Heaven 1 in his Curſes ſpares: 2 


But let us leave him without more Reproof, 


Since his 0 own Folly's Puniſhment enough. 


FN 8 
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